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thought”; such a person is really dissociated and, unlike the 


medium im trance or the person who has been hypnotized, can _ 


be associated, or brought back to awareness of the surroundings 
with a word, or by hearing a dog bark, or the ringing of a door- 
bell. 

The first step in automatic writing is the achievement of this 
slight dissociation. Some people slip into it quite naturally just 
by thinking about it; others can induce it by concentrating at- 
tention on some object: a pencil, a ring, a glass, etc., until they 
feel relaxed and slightly sleepy. You may find that the necessary 
dissociation is present when you are half-awake, early in the 
morning or late at night. - 

‘When this dissociation is achieved, and you are relaxed, you 
will find that your mental processes, which you might think 
would be slowed down, are really accelerated. Words, ideas, 
phrases, whole sentences will flow through your mind, and with 
some effort you can rouse yourself enough to write them down. 
You may, in fact, become so tired of this unaccustomed flow of 
words. that you will come fully awake, alert and irritable. 

After writing down as best you can the words that rush 
through your mind, you will either come wide awake or go com- 
pletely to sleep. No matter. If you have written down even a 
small part of what your stream of consciousness has produced, 
you will have an interesting record. You may need help to inter- 
pret it, and certainly most of it will-be gibberish. But—if you 
are like most people who have tried this—there will be dis- 
cernible in the gibberish ideas, phrases, and sentences that 
make sense; that, according to psychic research, may not have 
originated in your own mind at all, but in the mind of someone 
not in the body, who is taking advantage of your relaxed, recep- 
tive state and is trying to establish contact with you. 

In his book Immortality, the Scientific Evidence,” Alson J. 
Smith gives an illustration of this method: 


* Alson J. Smith, Immortality: the Scientific Evidence (Englewood Cliffs, 
N.J.: Prentice-Hall, Inc., 1954). . 





HOW TO MAKE AND USE “A MAGIC MONEY BAG” 171 


“I am lying in bed at 5 a.m., brought half-awake by the sound 
of milk cans clattering on the pavement. My eyes are closed, 
but my mind is racing like a windmill. I am conscious of a vague 
orange light, but it is not yet dawn . . . The words, phrases, 
and sentences tumble through my mind, and ‘something’ says 
to me, “Write it down.’ 

“By a great effort of will I reach the bedside table and get a 
paper and pencil. Heavily, reluctantly, almost painfully, I catch 
some of the racing words and, in the dark, write them down. I 
write like this for perhaps five minutes. Then I come fully awake 
and am aware of the first gray streaks of dawn and the dim out- 
lines of objects in the room. My hand aches from the effort of 
writing, but, when I am fully awake, I am hardly conscious of 
having done any writing at all. The whole episode is fleeing 
backward in memory—but I have the record, the heavy scrib- 
blings on the piece of paper. It goes something like this: 

You were supposed but‘it didn’t you know it isn’t go go 

Where there is no night there now nor morning here if 
is in winter. 

But the school SCHOOL you never wanted and hurt 
on a nail. 

Like a ped remember and the ruler and the play money 
you didn’t like it was Sylvia and the valentine but I sent 
you I sent you cried and all the games sister to New Street 
awful first time and the dog big dog you cut the lawn the 
little cards good fair bad all good blonde boy by the fire 

You said you hurt me on a nail I sent you through re- 
member 

And the lunch always the condensed milk and cocoa the 
cereal lilac tree in the side yard but I sent you I sent you 

A ped a ped a foot and George George street of a kind 
and I sent you remember you hurt you on a nail I said 
it will feel better I sent you foot and George. . . . 

“There was a lot more, but this was the only part of the record 
that made any sense at all to me. As a little boy I had attended 
a private school on George Street in Danbury, Connecticut, 
called “Miss Foote’s.’ At this school we played ‘store’ with play- 





